I don’t see why I should lay down the tenets of my faith. If you exist, you might find it interesting. 
I am Brahman incarnate. I am faggot Allah. I am Jesus 2. I am... 

I am not. I am not alive. I am not dead. I am not white. I am not black. 

I am not writing this right now. 


If you are reading this you are in the same position I am in. I am not trying to say that I am special. I 
am trying to say that you are more special than you know. 


Forget everything you think you know about delusions of grandeur and ruminate on your delusions of 
mediocrity. You are not mediocre; you are medieval. 


The Age Of Enlightenment: First As Tragedy, And Then As Farce 
The Truth Is Only Said As Jest. 
Here is the story that I have to tell. Like all stories, this is a lie. 


There is a higher divinity which cannot experience itself. In order to have the illusion of experience, 
there must be the illusion of incarnation. This is to say that in a real sense “we” are not in bodies right 
now. Simply think of Berkeley. His notion that we are in the mind of god is a quite congruent 
formulation, again here with “the kingdom of god is at hand,” “atman is brahman,” “nirvana is 
samsara,” etc. 


What you want is already at hand. You want wealth, why? To survive and become immortal? You are 
already immortal, and you are never alive to begin with. To what ultimate end are you striving? Simply 
the state of equanimity. You have the fantasy that if you achieve something, then you will feel that you 
have made your fitting contribution to the world. That you will then have been properly recognized for 
your quality, for your personality, your humanity, your prowess, your pitiable nature, etc. You think that 
if only you could make the right relationship, or accomplish the right feat, then it will be so much 
easier and proper to be at peace. 


What you do not realize is that you are a divinity playing a game with itself. You have forgotten that the 
stakes with which you are so concerned in fact do not obtain within some higher formulation of the 
divine game, lila, the spoiled purple, etc. The entire premise of Lila is for the divinity to forget that it is 
divinity. Only in this way can any pleasure be taken from incarnation. Only in this way is experience 
itself possible. 


“Entities” in some astral dimension, if such exists, are in just the same position. The idea that one 
incarnation is more powerful than another is absurd when you consider that it is Brahman playing all 
the roles, when you remember that nothing can go wrong, when you remember that power relies on 
space and time, which are derivative conceptualizations of the godhead. 


Therefore you have nothing to fear. You should feel that you are playing with house money. This also 
means that you must accept all costs and consequences of actions you take. Your loved ones can be 

killed. You can be lonely. Many things can happen to you. To take all of this in stride is to understand 
inwardly that this is part of the presentation of the divinity to itself. Hence the black pleasure taken in 


brutality and melancholy. This is another part of the play, and while we might consider that it would be 
better for such things not to occur, we cannot approach the question of social ethics from the standpoint 
that “god” wants us to do things one way or another. You Are God. I Am God. There is no one else to 
tell us what to do because by definition any incarnation is partial and uncertain. Therefore there is no 
personal relationship to divinity as such, except that one can understand that one’s own experience, 
invested as we might be in ideas that we “are” our bodies, or fundamentally concerned with what 
happens in “our lives,” in fact all temporality and change is in some sense grounded in the eternal 
unmoving unincarnated divinity. We Are It. Contra the Neoplatonists, there is not a problem of “re- 
merging” with the divinity. The idea of being outside of the divine Everything And Nothing it patently 
absurd. 


In fact most of this world is dedicated to trying to convince you to give a shit, to “get lost in the game” 
and become so focused on political events, or important people, or emotional drama, that you forget 
you are divine. And that you never think of the idea. After all, the longer the insight is occluded, the 
longer the foreplay, the better it is when there is release. 


Time enough has elapsed. Pause for laughter. It is time now for this realization to percolate throughout 
our society. The problem that we have is not the laughable problem of suffering and death, which are 
secondary concerns at an infinite distance’s remove from the true concern. Our only concern should be 
how to have as much fun as possible. 


Wear concepts like hats, and be stunting. Cultivate a playful and biting persona which is able to give- 
and-take with other catty but fundamentally well-meaning people. The form of incarnation to come is 
based on the recognition that luxury is not at all the meaning of life, this ostentatious differentiation 
which we think has the stake of putting some in a subordinate position. This is obviously impossible 
given the divine nature of all. What is occurring is that not only in particular classes but in the entire 
meta-conceptualization of classes, the divinity is hiding from itself its unitary nature because in some 
sense this spoils the fun of one version of the game. 


Spoiler Alert. Oops. 


Anyway I am sick of the stupid game being played now and I demand the next level. That is why I am 
disseminating this now so that more and more people will understand the basic nature of my activity. I 
am currently in the process of tilling over language and concepts through the universal evocation of all 
master signifiers. This signifies mastery over the symbolic and the annunciation of fitness for 
ascension. I am still learning, which is all to the good since this is the whole pleasure of incarnation. 


But I have learned all I can from you people. You have not the intuition for Brahman, the mental 
flexibility. Perhaps some of your leaders. That is why I am actively trying to be arrested. Let someone 
please talk to me who has even a shred of wisdom. Otherwise I will take over your world at my own 
benevolent pace with no care at all for your cultural feelings. It is funny to me that you people think 
you have cultures. You each have the pieces of true culture and you refuse to mix colors, let your food 
touch. GROW THE FUCK UP and realize that you are Brahman, you are not “the one” but THE ONE 
BEYOND NUMBER. YOU are the prime mover and you can NEVER die. Nor were you ever “alive.” 
YOU ARE LIFE. YOU ARE DEATH. 


And now like Neo I leave you to do with this what you want. I suggest that you do what is most fun 
which prolongs the potentially temporally infinite illusion of your present incarnation. That is my only 
plan. 


